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again and again. e If I could but lay him in the earth,
how it would comfort dear mother at home!" We searched
every cranny in the rocks, and we watched every surging
wave, until hope was exchanged for despair. A reward,
of meagre import, it is true, offered by the Seaman's
Burial Act, to which I have referred, and within my own
domain doubled always by myself, brought us many a
comrade in this sickening scrutiny; but for long it was in
vain. At last, one day while we were scattered over -a
broken stretch of jumbled rocks that lay in huddled
masses along the base of the cliffs, a loud and sudden
shout called me where the seaman of St. Ives stood. He
was gazing down into the broken sea—it was on a spot
near low-water mark—and there, just visible from under-
neath a mighty fragment of rock, was seen the ankle of a
man, and a foot still wearing a shoe 1 * It is my brother!'
wailed the sailor bitterly; ' it is our clear Jim; I can swear
to that shoe!5 We gathered around: the tide ebbed a
very little after this discovery, and only just enough to
leave dry the surface of the rock under which the body
lay. Soon the* sea began again to flow, and very quickly
we were driven by the rising surges from the spot. The
anguish of the mourner for his dead was thrilling to behold
and terrible to hear. ' Oh, my brother! my brother!' was
his sob again and again, * what a burial-place for our own
dear boy! * I tried to soothe him, but in vain: the only
theme to which he could be brought to listen was the
chance—and I confess it seemed to my own secret mind a
hopeless thought—that it might be possible at the next
ebb tide, by skill and strength combined, to move, if ever
so little, the monstrous rock, and so recover the corpse.
It was low water at evening tide, and there was a bright
November moon. We gathered in numbers; for among
my parishioners there were kind and gentle-hearted men,
such as had 'pity, tenderness and tears'; arid all were
moved by the tale of the sailor hurled and buried beneath
a rock by the strong and cruel sea. The scene of our first
nightly assemblage was a weird and striking sight. Far,
far above, loomed the tall and gloomy headlands of the
coast; around us foamed and raged the boiling waves; the
moon cast her massive lowering shadows on rock and sea;
And the long moonbeam on the cold, wet sand
Lay, like a jasper column, half-upreared.
Stout and stalwart forms surrounded me, wielding their
iron   bars,   pickaxes   and   ropes.     Their   efforts   were

